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was a green expanse of grass and rising crops, inter-
spersed with groves of trees.
On one side of us was the marble hall, on the other
rose the great mass of the octagon tower. We looked
down some sixty feet on a wilderness of stone walls, gate-
ways, ditches, and ramparts. It was a curious sensation,
thus living perched on the battlements. It seemed almost
as if time had gone back, and we were denizens of some
mediaeval castle.
Occasionally, towards sunset, the sky would be filled
with rainbow tints, the white marble of the Taj would
assume a rosy hue, the dull ruins be bathed in a purple
light, and the river lie before us like a sheet of gold.
But these beautiful effects were rare, the declining sun
did not generally do more than suffuse a richer shade
over the landscape and the sky.
We now drove out or strolled on the ramparts, and
th$ garden of our square became filled with children.
They had not the merriment or the rosy cheeks that in
England we associate with infancy. Yet, sitting with
their Ayahs by the fountain, or playing on the marble
paths, they made .a pretty sight; but a sight that raised
sad reflections. Most of the little arms were encircled
with a strip of black, a strip that proclaimed a loss of
which the wearers were all unconscious; and the fate
that had befallen parents, sisters, and brothers might'
be in store for them.
At dark the Ayahs led off their "charges, and we, the
elders, took their places. Chairs were placed on the
terraces and tables arranged, charcoal fires began to-
glimmer, kettles to boil, and soon the square presented
the appearance of a great tea garden. This was our time
for social intercourse and enjoyment. The fare was as
simple as the invitations, and each guest brought his